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INCE FOWLER WASA RUTHLESS, MONEY-MAD OIL 
TYCOON. WHEN ONE OF FOWLER'S TESTERS 
DETECTED THE BLACK GOLD BENEATH AN OLD 
INDIAN BURIAL GROUNDS, HE THOUGHT NOTHING 
OF DIGRUPTING THIS LAST RESTING PLACE 


OF THE DEAD! 


VM TELLING YOU, BOSS, BALONEY! A BIG 

{| DON'T LIKE THIS JOB OF GUY LIKE YOU, AFRAID 
DISTURBIN' THE DEAD! | oF THE BONES OF 
(T GIVES ME THE CREEPS! & LONG- DEAD 


MINCE FOWLER! 
YOU WILL BE 
CURSED WITH 
HORRIBLE 
PUNISHMENT 
FOR THIS NIGHTS 
SACRILEGE! 


Li 


THIS WAS THE 
BURIAL 
GROUND OF 
MY FELLOW 
TRIBESMEN 
WHO ARE 
FOREVER 
CURSED, AND 
SO IS THE 
GROUND iN 
WHICH THEY 
ROTTED! Now 
THAT SAME 
CURSE WILL 
BE UPON YOu. 
GREEDY ONE! 


Y THE ONLY WAY TO GET RID OF 
THIS PILE OF HALF- ROTTED 
OLD INDIAN CASKETS IS To 


MOMENT 
8 LATER, WHEN 
THE BURIAL 


ARE YOU PUTTING ME ON, OLD LADY? 
WHY, YOU — WHERE /s SHE ? SHE'S 


VANISHED! SEEMED To MELT 
RIGHT INTO THIN AIR AND DISAPPEAR! 


HE NEXT 
INSTANT, VINCE 


MY EYES! THATS 
BLASTED BLACK, 
MUSTY SMOKE HAS 
BLINBED me! I'M 
GETTING DIZZY! | 
FEEL SO— SO 
STRANGE! 


> a 


I-I'M ALL RIGHT NOW! 
DON'T SEE — HER— ANY 
MORE! MUST'VE BEEN 
A MIRAGE CAUSED BY 
THE SMOKE ! 


& GROUNDS WERE 


BURN IT/ GATHER 'ROUND 
FINALLY 
CLEARED.., 


FOR THE BONFIRE, BOYS! 


THE INDIAN 
GIRL— MUST 
GET To HER! 
LET ME Go! 
I DON'T 
CARE ABOUT 
THE FLAMES! 


EASY, MR. 
FOWLER! 
YOU'D BURN 
Toa crise! J 
THOSE 
SMOKE 
FUMES 
MUST'VE 
DRIVEN 


THAT INDIAN 
MAIDEN/ SHE'S 
BEAUTIFUL — LIKE 
A PRINCESS! SHE'S 
SMILING, BECKONING 
Tome’ I-I FEEL 
DRAWN TOWARD 


NWWE'RE MAKING PROGRESS! 
YOU'D NEVER KNOW THAT 
OIL FIELD USED TO BE AN 
INDIAN BURIAL GROUND / 

THINK I’/LL STOP IN 
FOR SOME COFFEE! 


EKS 


i) } 
NU Ae 
i) 


Ly 


ALL RIGHT, SWEETHEART/ 
NOW, HOW ABOUT A Kiss 
FROM MY NEW BRIDE 2 
I— MARIA ! \NH-WHAT'S 
HAPPENING TO You 7 
YOU'RE CHANGING! 


" CHANGING, VINCE? 
HOW? I- I Bo 
FEEL A LITTLE 
STRANGE ! 


Bl £ 


[Arew HOURS AFTER THE STRANGE YOU- YOU'VEY BE CALM, 
LATTACK AT THE CHURCH .., BECOME _A_ |}. MY HUs- 

= VAMPIRE! { BAND! \T 
THAT OLO WILL NOT 
CRONE \NASY LAST Lone} 
RIGHT! You 
ARE EVIL— 


OF ANSIBES 


WHAT DID THAT UGLY et 
CRONE MEAN, MARIA — IT, VINCE! 
CALLING YOU A ; SHE MUST'VE 
CREATURE OF EVIL \ BEEN 
AND ALL THAT STUFF? INSANE! 


FORGET 


70, MARIA! 
You CAN'T. 


I MUST GO! GET OUT 
OF MY WAY / NOTHING 
CAN stToP ME! / 


FEW MOMENTS LATER, AT THE DANCE HALL 
WHERE SOME OF FOWLER'S OIL WORKERS WERE 
CELEBRATING HIS WEDDING ,, 


7 \NH-\WHERE DID THAT CREATURE 

COME FROM 2 SHE'S A VAMPIRE! 
SHE’S KILLING JAKE/ SOME- 
BODY HELP HIM/ ° 


=< 


FE MAD CRAVINGS APPEASED, MARIA RETURNED 
HOME, INHER HUMAN FORM ONC 


WH-WHAT \ EASY, DARLING! YOU HAD A 
HAPPENED? | STRANGE HALLUCINATION 
O00CO0H, THAT I TURNED |NTo A VAMPIRE! 
MY HEAD! YOU GREW VIOLENT AND WHEN I 
STRUGGLED WITH YOU, You 
FELL AND BLACKED outs 


HE MARIA! THIS 1S ODD! LAST NIGHT, 
NEXT YOU SAID I HAD A VISION OF YOU 
MORNING, | TURNING INTO A VAMPIRE ! 
AND THIS MORNING'S HEAD- 
LINES TELL OFAN ACTUAL 
VAMPIRE MURDER AT THE 
ABSURD! \ DANCEHALL LAST NIGHTS 
SUPERSTITIOUS 
NONSENSE! 


YES, I-I DO REMEMBER OF COURSE, 
SOME HORRIBLE VISION DARLING! NOW 
LIKE THAT/ MUST/VE BEEN, RELAX AND REST, 
AS YOU SAID/ ANDO FORGET 


ABOUT IT/ 


OE \Za 


BLOOD! \S7oP IT! 
THE SIGHT \I’M VINCENT, 


ee J 
* 


a LITTLE 


LATER ., 


I'VE NICKED MY 
FACE WITH THE 


'S FOWLER WIPED THE 
BLOOD FROM HIS FACE, 


RAZOR, MARIA ! OF BLOOD YourR MARIA CALMED DOWN... 
DRIVES ME | HUSBAND! 
You — MAP/ MAB! } YOu- You YOU'RE RIGHTY HOW COULD 


YOU'RE 
BLEEDING! 


WOULDN'T VINCE! I GVO | SUCH A 
BECOME A HIDEOUS 
VAMPIRE THING = 
LAST NIGHT/ HAPPEN? 
‘ A TELL ME 
f\ ABOUT IT, 
MARIA! 


I Must, 


ae 
CAR 


ss 


tit 


OVER A HUNDRED YEARS AGO, I WAS AN THE FLAMES GAVE TEMPORARY PURIFICATION 
INDIAN PRINCESS OF TAINTED BLOOD/ I AND MY RELEASED SPIRIT, ACCORDING TO THE 
WAS CAUGHT PRACTICING VAMP/R/SM , LEGEND OF THE CEMETARY OF EVIL, I 

WAS EXECUTED ANP BURIED IN THE INSTANTLY TOOK ANOTHER WOMAN'S FORM— 


CEMETARY OF EVIL! WHEN YOUR MEN 
DUG UP THE GRAVES AND BURNED THE 
CASKETS, A STRANGE THING 
HAPPENED / 


A YOUNG AND BEAUTIFUL ONE! 


THEN I WAS : a 
THE CAUSE OF 
ALL THIS/ 


YES, VINCE, AND NOW YOU MUST )\/ I WILL BIND ME TIGHTLY, YES! PERHAPS 
HELP ME! AN INDIAN WITCH HELP You, VINCE , SO THAT iF BB THIS WAY 
WOMAN TRIED TO WARN YOU MARIA! THE CHANGE WE'LL BREAK 
THE NIGHT YOU SAW ME IN COMES OVER ME THE EVIL 


AGAIN TONIGHT, I SPELL OVER 


THE SMOKE AND THEN TRIED 
CANNOT GO TO 


TO DESTROY ME / 


IT'S NO USE, VINCE FOWLER! \Y YOU AGAIN! 
CAN'T / THE CHAIN OF EVENTS YOU | MARIA'S WITCH, 
PERHAPS IT STARTED BY DESECRATING 
WILL LAST THE CEMETARY OF EVIL 
ONLY A LITTLE II) MUST GO THROUGH TO 
LONGER! CAN'T \ THEIR HORRIBLE FINISH! 
LET HER HYPNOTIZE "YOU CANNOT PREVENT IT! 
ME \NTO FREEING HER! < 
I MUST BE STRONG! 


BUT YOU MUST 
RELEASE ME! 
I'LL DO ANYTHING FOR 
YoUu— GIVE You 
SUPERNATURAL 
POWERS ! 


THERE — YOU'RE 
FREE! NOW GOTO 
YOUR EVIL WORK! 
IT ISTHE ONLY 
WAY FOR THIS 
To ENO Now! 


YOU WENT AGAINST THE WISHES OF 
THE DEVIL-GODS BY DESTROYING 
THE BURIAL GROUNDS./ Now You 
MUST PAY THE PENALTY! 


VULTURE - LIKE THROUGH 
THE DARKNESS, STRIKING 
AT INNOCENT, TERROR- 
FROZEN VICTIMS, AGAIN 
AND AGAIN / 


I'M GETTING 
CONFUSED — 
SLEEPY... WEAK- 


VICTIMS 
TONIGHT! 


fe NEXT MORNING... 


SOMETHING'S WRONG/ I 
DIDN'T CHANGE BACK TO 
HUMAN FORM AT DAWN / AN 
ANGRY MOB HAS PURSUED 
ME HERE! HELP ME, VINCE! 


YOU ARE HIDEOUS 
IN DAYLIGHT, MARIA! 
UGH! 


WE FOLLOWED JHE VAMPIRE 
HERE, FOWLER/ WE DEMAND 
YOU TURN HER OVER To us! 


WHAT HORROR 
YOU'VE BROUGHT 
TO ME, MARIA! 


I- I CANNOT 
STAND IT ANY 


Qut OF THE HOUSE 
AND THROUGH THE 
MOB, FOWLER PUR- 
SLED HIS ACCURSED 

| BRIDE. THE CHASE 
LED TOTHE OIL 
FIELDS, WHERE. 


i fee a 


fysliga\ (WNseae8 T comes vos) 


FALLING, TOO! 


RNY SHE CANNOT ESCAPE 
ME / I MUST KILL HER/ 


WN 


7 LIGH/ FOWLER'S 
DEAD, AND SHE'S 
NOTHING BUT 
MOLDY BONES 
AND ROTTED 
VAMPIRE WINGS! 


No! YOU ALONE 
CAN KILL ME & 
YOU, WHO GAVE 
ME NEN LIFE, 
ARE THE ONLY 
ONE WHO CAN 

| DO THAT! I- I 

IK MUST FLEE 


YOU CANNOT CAPTURE 
ME / I’M WINGED AND 


HEH-HEH-HEH! \T 
HAPPENED RIGHT ON 
THE SITE OF MARIA'S 
FORMER GRAVE! THE 
GODS OF EVIL HAVE 
RECLAIMED THEIR OWN! 


MATT Y WAS LEFT ALONE AS THE MOON- 
LIGHT TURNED THE WOODS INTO A TERROR- 
LADEN WORLD OF MACABRE SHADOWS... 


I-L'M SCARED/ L CAN'T STAY HERE/ 
GOTTA FIND A HOUSE SOMEPLACE/ 
ANYTHING TO GET AWAY FROM 


FOR A LONG TIME MATTY STUMBLED 
THROUGH THE OVERWHELMING 
DARKNESS, THEN. 
LIGHT! 
THERE'S A 
HOUSE / 


WHO ARE PLEASE LET ME COME 


ANY OTHER NIGHT AN' YE COULD ENTER! 
BUT THIS IS THE NIGHT OF THE DARK OF 
THE MOON! THE DREADFUL NIGHT 
WHEN ALL THE CREATURES OF EVIL. 
HOLD CONCLAVE! YE'RE CONTAMI- 
NATAED WITH EVLL FOR BEING 
ABROAD, NOW, GO-- AFORE I 
SET THE DOGS 


I-L DON'T UNDER- 
STAND WHAT HE'S 
TALKIN’ ABOUT! 


ALL I KNow IS 


I'M AFRAID OF 

THESE Woops! 

I MUST FIND A 
PLACE To 


AT THAT VERY MOMENT, DEEP IN THE W00D2, THE BANP OF EVIL SISTERS, THE WITCHES, HELO CONCLAVE, SELECTING 


THEIR WITCH QUEEN... 


SISTERS, IT IS eA 
THE DARK OF THE yy 


4 
Kl OUTER DARKNESS / 
BEAR WITNESS/ 
<9 WE CHOOSE 
OUR QUEEN / 


IT 1S SHE! 
ITIS SHE! 
SHE IS 


OUR 


COME, SISTER! Y AYE, SISTER! THERE WE STANOING IN THE WOODS WAS THE HOUSE OF DARKNESS, HEAD- 


WE LEAD You TO WE PLOT AND PLAN! FOR \\ QUARTERS OF THE EVIL SISTERS! INSIDE... 
THE HOUSE OF WE MUST PAY TRIBUTE Wi IT ISTHE LAW 
DARKESS! TO OUR MASTER-- THE-- WA Mee SEE, THIS IS \ AND WITH THIS TREASURE, JOF THE OUTER 


THE WITCH OUR PART OF IT, YE DARKNESS / 
TREASURE! \SHALL BUYAMORTAL ONLY BY GIVING 
‘TIS TAINTED SOUL TO PAY OUR ‘A MORTAL SOUL \ 


MASTER! «gs TO THE MASTER 
CAN WE SURVIVE! 


FEAR NOT SISTERS! T WILL WITH THIS I SHALL BUYA 
CARRY OUT MY DUTY, AND 0O &%& MORTAL SOUL--FOR THERE 
IT WELL / NOW IT IS TIME FOR} ARE FEW WHO CAN RESIST 


YOU TO DEPART! I WILL NOT 7 THE HUNGER OF GREED! 
FAIL You! 


T MUST'VE BEEN WALKING FOR 
HOURS/ THERE'S A HOUSE/ MAYBE 
THE PEOPLE WILL LET ME IN/ I 
CAN'T GO MUCH FURTHER / 


eo 


Bs 
SWAGGERING 70 THE DOOR, MATTY KNOCKED, ANP... | THANKS! I T KNOW WELL THE FEAR THAT GRIPS YOUR ) 
: DON'T THINK HEART IN THE DARKNESS! YOU'VE COME TO 
HEARD YOU = ig I COULD'VE THE RIGHT PLACE! PERHAPS, YOU WOULD 
COMING UP THE 


HELD OUT MUCH 


LIKE SOME FOOD 
LONGER! u 


PATH! YOU ARE r 
WELCOME, , K 
STRANGER ! 


a gy / YES...FOR MY 
heme) ( TRAVELS HAVE 
MACE ME 
HUNGRY! 


i SE REIS SURE, SURE, I \ (THAT /S THE ONELHE CAN T WILL BUY HIS SOUL WITH 
OZ. —_ UNDERSTAND! \ BE TEMPTED SO EASILY! E ! ff THE BLOOD MONEY! | 
yj Salpeeice es ull SHALL BAIT THE TRAP >i Se, 

, WOW! 


LOOK TO SOME THINGS ) THE FOOD! ABS 
I'LL RETURN SOON! 


MS Seay 2 cones ee aE 
(a, LOOK AT THE GOLD! THE OLD DAME  & THE POKER'LL DOT, DILL BELT HEROvER ) 2022002 


MUST BE LOADED! I WONDER... Z COULD GET THE HEAD--AND BY THE TIME THEY FIND 
HER RICHES EASY! NO ONE SAW ME COME-- HER, I'LL BE GONE / 
SHE LIVES HERE ALONE! YEAH! : 
17'S MY BE CHANCES 


OH! THE GOLD /S SOAKED WITH 


HER BLOOD! WELL, THERE'S NO 
TIME TO BE SQUEAMISH! 
GOLD 1S GOLD! Z'LL : 

PICK IT UP AND GET 
OUT OF HERE! 


BLOOD ALL OVER MY HANDS 
y TOO! L'LL WASH ITOFFAT THE 
FIRST STREAM! Now I MUST 
GET OUT OF THIS 


THE MORTAL 
FELL FOR MY 
RUSE! HE'S 
BARTERED 
HIS SOUL IN 
BLooD! 


Bur EVEN AS MAT TY FLED FROM THE HOUSE, THE EVIL SISTERS: APPEARED | 
IN THE ROOM AND ST000 BY THE BODY OF THE QUEEN. mi 


AWAKE, SISTER, 
AWAKE! DEATH IS 
NOT FOR THE LIKES 
OF us! 


AYE! HE SHALL BE OURS WE MUST FIRST 


BY THE NEXT DARK OF THE | DESTROY THEM! 
BLIGHT THEIR CROPS! 
SICK THEIR 


MOON! THE FARMERS 
HAVE BANDED 


fil NAY! OUR ONLY 


(AROUND THE STEAMING CAULDRON THE 
WITCHES CAPERED, AND AS BEFORE, THE 
‘NIGHT GREW HIDEOUS WITH THE TERROR 
OF FOUL CRIES ANP WEIRD SHRIEKS. 


TOGETHER--AND 
SEEK To 
DESTROY US! 


/ 


CATTLE! Wl 


/ SMOKE OF DARK- 
NESS, BLIGHT ALL 
YE TOUCH / 


See . 
VAPORS OF PLAGUE, 
bp SWEEP THE 
COUNTRYSIDE! 


HEED OUR CRY/ 
CROPS BLIGHT/ 


” “e000! AT THE NEXT 
4 DARK OF THE MOON 


WEILL HAVE OUR 
REVENGE-- AN’ 
GET RIDOF'EM 4 

FOR ALL 


IT'S THE WORK OF WITCHES, I 
SAY! HEALTHY CATTLE GROWIN' 
SICK! THE CROPS WITHERED 
IN THE FIELD! FOLLOW ME-~ 
OR WE ARE LOST! 


NEVER BELIEVED YE 
AFORE, LEM! FIGURED 
YE MIGHT BE TECHED IN 
THE HEAD WITH ALL 
THIS TALK OF 
BUT 


AND SOME DISTANCE AWAY. 


I DON'T UNDERSTAND IT! I--L 
CAN'T WASH THE BLOOD FROM MY 
HANDS! AN! NOBODY'‘LL TAKE — 
THIS BLOOD- STAINED GOOD! 
I'M AS BAD OFF AS BEFORE! 
I'M HUNGRY-- TIRED-- 
» SLEEPY! 


AS MATTY FELL INTO AN EXHAUSTED SLEER.. 


SOON HE WILL. 
BE OURS/ 


{{ HE TRAVELS--OR 


\\ WHO'RE You 7 
I--NO/ YOU'RE 


DEAD! YOU'RE 


IAM BEYOND DEATH! IT 
IS YOU WHO HAVE PAID 
THE FINAL PRICE! 


WHERE HE RUNS /, 


te 
=S4 WAIT! WAIT/ IT WAS A 
DREAM ! THE MONEY! THE 
= BLOODSTAINS THAT 
WON'T COME OFF! IT'S 


GOLD! I MUST THROW 
IT INTO THE DEEPEST 
STREAM / 


EY THERE! IT'S GONE! NOW 


{ WITHOUT MONEY, (AGAIN, MATTY ORIFTED, 


I'M FREE! HA! HA! HA! GOLD_) WANDERING AIMLESSLY! THEN, 


BUT NOW WHEN T HAVE 
IT-- IT'S AS ACCURSED 
ASA PLAGUE... 


OF THE DARK OF THE MOON. 


IS WHAT I'VE ALWAYS WANTED | SEVEKAL WEEKS LATER, ON THE NIGHT 


A's THE STUNNED MATTY LOOKED AROUND. 


YOUR TIME HAS COME, MATTY ROSS/} 
IT IS THE DARK OF THE MOON / WE 
HAVE COME TO CLAIM YOu / 


&@ J/ No! NO! THIS 
1S CRAZY! T-- 
L DON'T BELIEVE 
IT/ I MUST BE 
DREAMIN’/ 


AYE! THE 
CONCLAVE 
WAITS/ 


AND ONCE AGAIN, THE EVIL. CONCLAVE WAS HELD, ATTENCED BY ALL THE 
GRISLY DEM/-CREATURES OF THE OUTER DARKNESS! 


yp? THE WITCH BEL 
yf THE FARMERS A 
ON A WITCH HUNT/ 
FLEE FOR YOUR 
LIVES, SISTERS! 
IF THEY CAPTURE 
ONE OF US-- 
. SHE WILL DIE 
IN THE 
FLAMES! 


~O you oie! YOU DIEJ\TISA 
LIFE FOR YOUR LIVES/ YOUR 
MORTAL SOUL FOR OURS! THAT IS 
THE BARGAIN! YOU TOOK THE Brooze 


QUICKLY, SISTER'S 


THE FARMERS, LED LEM HAWLEY, 
LET US FLEE-- To THE } 


MARCHED THROUGH THE WOODS, BENT 
ON DESTROYING THE WITCHES! 


KEEP RINGIN' THE AYE, HAWLEY! 
BELLS, MEN/ THAT THAT WE DO! 
1S A SOUND THEY 
CANNOT STAND! 
THEN-- WHEN 

L GIVE THE 
SIGNAL -- YOu 


THE BELLS ARE 
GROWING LOUDER! THERE 

1S NO TIME TO LOSE! 

eg) BRING THE SACRIFICE 
~ WITH US! 


v 


4 


Bu7 As THE WITCHES RAN TOWARDS WITH WILO SHRIEKS, THE EVIL MATT Y ROSS WAS SPARED BY THE 
THE HOUSE OF DARKNESS, THEY WERE | |S/STERS AND THEIR FOUL FLAMES! BUT HE PAID FOR HIS | 
SPOTTED BY THE FARMERS... COMPANIONS WERE DESTROYED | |GREEDINA STRANGE WAY. MED 

IN THE AVENGING FLAMES FOREVER TO THE DARKNESS | 


DREADED = 


IT'S DARK! IT'S DARK! 
I’M AFRAID/ 
2 

POOR MAN! 

HE'S BEEN BLINDED 

BY THE FLAMES / 

\ HIS SIN MUST'VE 
BEEN GREAT To 

HAVE EXACTED 
eZ SUCHA 

PUNISHMENT! 


SET FIRE ON ALL 
SIDES! Het 'EM 
IN 


AHHH! WE | fl 
ARE DOOMEDS 


ie 
Y) 
y 


Some stories haunt you. You know they’re fantasy, they’re ~ 

impossible, but they have that touch that makes them un- , 
forgettable. At times, when all is still and shadowy, you 

begin to wonder: could this be? Then the sun comes up 

and you say, “Of course not!” But night will come again, 

and you'll wonder again. Here is an unforgettable story 

by an author no one remembers: Urann Thayer. 


Tye 


x 


Me? ad 
AV DSYy 


\ @ Beyond the bars of my cell, I can see the guillotine, towering up 
wm to heaven in the bleak prison courtyard. The shadow of its bulk is 
* thrown across the floor here, vying with the shadows of the bars; and 
now and then a black form blots out these dark lines as I stare at the 
stone paving — and when I look up, I can see a workman, laboring on the 
hateful machine. He is oiling the instrument of death, getting it in readiness 
to take my life! And yet, even now, I do not know whether or not I am guilty 
of murder. 

I, Robert Merrill, a graduate of the medical school of John Hopkins University, 
arrived in Paris a few days before carnival, in 1927, planning upon a week of pleasure 
before going on to Vienna to continue my studies. And such a gay time I had, through 
acquaintances made by letters of introduction, that it was only a couple of days before my 
planned departure that I got around to the one task I had set for myself during my stay —a 
visit to the famous Paris morgue. 

The keeper examined my permit, and then conducted me into a cold, clammy room, where a thin light, 
filtering through narrow windows, faintly illuminated the huge table, covered with a marble slab, which 
stood alone in the center of the chamber. 

“This,” explained my guide, “is where the students make autopsies on the bodies of people who have 
died from unknown causes. If you come back tonight,” he added, “you can see one—they are to examine a 
man found dead in the Rue de Rivoli.” 

Next, he led me through the “Chamber of Curiosities,” fondling the bottled abnormalities, preserved in 
alcohol, which I will not describe, as they are as horrible to the unscientific man as they are of interest to 
the man of science; and finally we arrived at the “Chamber of Horrors,” a dim room, lined with dark 
slabs, on which lay corpses, white, naked, and stiff. 


“These are the unidentified,” explained my guide — ‘‘men and women killed by accident or design; 
suicides found floating down the Seine. We embalm them and hold them as long as we can, waiting for 
relatives to claim them. Our corpses are the best-kept corpses in the world,” he added proudly. 

He started on, but halted as I stopped with an exclamation. 

Lying on a slab at my side was the body of the most exquisite woman I had ever seen! Her face was 
a perfect oval, and as white as chiseled marble. Dark, glossy hair fell back, undulating, and dropped x 
over the edge of the slab. Her long, dark lashes emphasized the waxen beauty of her bloodless cheeks. 

Her lips were slightly parted, and still red enough to show a clear and perfectly-formed cupid’s bow. 

Only one thing marred her still beauty: two deep, blue marks on her throat. Fascinated, my eyes swept 
- her body, and returned to her face. And then, suddenly, I felt my heart jump. I could have sworn that 
the lashes flickered — that I saw a tiny gleam beneath them, as if she were looking up at me! 

From far away I heard the keeper’s voice, speaking to me. “It may be dissected tomorrow, or the day 
after at the latest,” he said. 

cf. I swung around. “Good God, man!” I cried. “That girl isn’t dead!” 
y: = The keeper laughed. “She’s dead all right,” he replied. “She has already been examined 
by the doctors and the coroner. She was strangled some time last night in Pere Lachaise 
Cemetery.” 4 
“And you found out who did it?” I asked, speaking, for some reason in a 
whisper. 
The man shook his head. “Not yet, but we will. French justice moves 
very slowly, but it gets its man every time!” he muttered, tapping 

me on the shoulder. “It gets its man every time!” 


set 


The ball that night at Madame Lamonte’s — the last night 
of carnival — was probably the gayest affair I ever at- 
» tended. I arrived shortly before ten, with a group of 
» acquaintances, and, adjusting our masks as we stepped 
onto the balcony, we surveyed the scene in the 
ball-room below. 
Through the crashing of cymbals and the throb 
of drums, the mass of dancers turned, whirled, 
writhed: red Pierrot with a green sea 
nymph; a scarlet devil with a Borgia in 
black; vikings, cavaliers, cardinals, 
Turks; goddesses, Sapphos, and South 
Sea maidens; whirling, gyrating, 
forming colors, changing colors... . 
As I reached the bottom of the 
steps, my hostess came up holding 
out her hand. She was costumed 


Gia 


as a gypsy. “I don’t know who you 
are,” she said, “although, Mon- 
sieur d’Artagnan,” she added, 
with a smile, “you look suspicious- 
ly like a young surgeon I met last 
week. In any case,” she went on, 
“T’m sure you’re thirsty!” 

I agreed with my hostess and, 
together with my companions, I 
followed her to one of several long 
tables against the wall, where 
wines, champagnes, liqueurs, 
sandwiches, and pastries were be- 
ing served to the guests. A bottle 
of champagne was opened and our 
glasses filled. 

The man beside me—Captain 
Henderson, dressed as an Arab 
sheikh—raised his glass. ‘Here’s 
to the most beautiful girl in the 
world!’ he cried. “May I dance 
with her tonight!” 

He lifted the glass to his lips; 
but Madame Lamonte stopped 
him. “Wait!” she said. “Tonight 
is the night of carnival when all 
evil wishes are granted!” 

My companion lowered his 
glass. 

“To the girl whose beauty has 
most pleased me!” I cried, as he 
paused uncertainly. “May I dance 
with her tonight!” 

“To the girl whose beauty has 
most pleased me!” they chanted 
solemnly in echo. “May I dance 
with her tonight!” 

I was partly conscious of the 
presence of a girl in white who 
stood behind my hostess. And 
then we drank. 

Shortly afterward, I was sepa- 
rated from my friends, and wan- 
dered through the maze of color, 
laughter, and light, in and out 
Me cha the spinning reds and 


magentas and dazzling, vivid 
greens. 
“Monsieur?” 


The touch on my shoulder was 
like a shock. I swung around. 

It was the girl who had stood 
near us when we drank our toast! 
Her large, black eyes gleamed 
through a white domino. Her cos- 
tume was a delicate one of loose 
ends, hanging irregularly to her 
bare knees, and her rounded arms 
were naked and startlingly beauti- 
ful. Never had I seen such smooth 
skin, I thought; never such pale 
but clear beauty, contrasting with 
the black hair that—in pleasing 
disharmony with Grecian costume 
—fell in wild splendor to her 
shoulders and beyond. 

“Monsieur?” . 


I controlled my wandering eyes 
and bowed. 

“You asked to dance with me?” 
she questioned hesitantly. 

“Why, I—I...” 

She raised her hand. “Pardon,” 
she murmured. “I made a mis- 
take.” 

But I stepped forward. “You 
make no mistake now, when I ask 
you, beg you, for a dance!” I said. 

Up and down the ball-room we 
glided, carried on waves of sound. 
One by one, the other dancers 
turned to look at us. Before long, 
the floor was half cleared, and 
lined with couples watching us 
dance—watching the supple grace 
of my partner, pressed to my 
body. 

Too soon the dance was over, 
and I found myself surrounded by 
friends, all anxious for an intro- 
duction to the exquisite girl. I 
surrendered to etiquette with a 
sigh. I took the arm of the man 
nearest me, and turned to make 
the necessary introduction—and 
suddenly I dropped his arm with 
an exclamation of puzzled aston- 
ishment. 

The girl had disappeared! 

Where could she have gone? I 
hurried across the room, shoving 
people aside when I discovered a 
glimpse of white; but I could not 
find her. I went to the tables, and, 
leaning against the wall, I drained 
glass after glass of cognac and. 
champagne. But that only served 
to clear my head, and increased 
my desire for her ‘company. 

Finally, unable to stand the 
music and laughter and scuffling 
feet, I left the ball-room and made 
my way along the silent, ill-lit 


hall, till finally I reached a little 
_room, far away from the voices 
and music. I threw myself in an 
armchair and stared at the carpet, 
listening to the far-off music, and 
dreaming of things, beautiful and 
terrible . . . things that could 
never be, now. 

Something moved; something 
stood, motionless, across the table, 
looking down at me. I raised my 
eyes. She was watching me from 
behind her white mask, and a 
smile flickered on her lips. Her 


eyes held a playful, mocking 
gleam. 
“Dreaming,” she whispered, 


and her voice sounded like the 
cold tinkle of running water. 
“Dreaming .. .” 

I stared at her. I did not stop to 
ask how she entered without my 
seeing or hearing her. 

“Dreaming of — what?” she 
asked; and again I saw that 
flickering smile. 

I jumped up. “Of you!” I cried. 

She laughed and stepped back, 
and when I strode over to her, 
she lifted her hand, as if to hold 
me off. But I put my arm about 
her shoulders and tried to draw 
her toward me, while my body 
trembled with the intoxication of 
her beauty. 

“Why do you hold me off?” I 
demanded in a low voice; then, 
carried away in the romantic spell 
over me, I blurted: “I love you! 
I—I would die for one kiss from 
those beautiful lips!” 

Her smile disappeared at those 
words, and with solemn eyes she 
regarded me from behind her 
mask. “Do you mean that?” 


“Mean it?” I repeated. “Why, 
5 eee 

But she raised her hand once 
more to stop me. “To kiss me will 
cost you nothing,” she said. “But 
think carefully before you come 
with me. For once having left this 
house with me, if you refuse to 
kiss me, you will die!” 

“T die, if I refuse to kiss you?” 
I repeated, with a laugh. “But I 
would deserve that! I would de- 
serve ten thousand deaths, if I 
refused the offer of those beauti- 
ful lips!” 


She did not laugh at my words. 
Instead, she started for the door 
at once. “Come!” she said. 

“Let’s have another dance,” I 
suggested. “And then.. .” 

But she interrupted me, shak- 
ing her head. “We haven’t time to 
dance,” she whispered. “It will 
soon be midnight!” 

“Well?” 

“And then is the end of carni- 
val! Hurry, hurry!” 

Down the hall she sped, quickly 
and silently. Suddenly, as we 
neared the ball-room, she turned 
to the right. For one second I had 
a glimpse of the crowd and lights 
—of a friend who waved to me. 
Then I was following her down 
a small flight of steps to a dark, 
deserted side-street. A dilapidated 
hack was drawn up to the side- 
walk, as if waiting for us. In 
another minute we were inside. 
The door was closed by the some- 
what repellent driver, and the 
horse started, clop, clop, down the 
still street. 

“But we haven’t told him where 
to go!’ I objected, turning to the 
girl who sat beside me. 

“He knows,” she replied, “he 
knows.” 

I leaned back, relaxed but 
thrilled. I was beside her, now. I 
moved closer, until my body 
touched hers. I reached for her 
hand. At first, she demurred, but 
after a moment she gave it to me. 

As I grasped her bare hand, an 


- electric thrill passed through me. 


It was like a cold shock; and 
somehow I seemed to feel a pain 
stabbing my heart. 

I continued to hold her hand, 


though; and after a while that 
sensation died away. It did not 
stop; but it was rather as if my 
heart became numbed by the con- 
stantly repeated shocks. 

And so we drove along the boule- 
vards, and rattled through the 
cobbled side-streets. She drew 
closer to me, and put her arm 
around my neck. The touch of it 
was like ice, and sent electric 
shocks throughout my body. I 
turned to kiss her, but she held 
up her hand. “Not yet,” she whis- 
pered. 

The hack slowed down, and 
stopped. I stepped out, aiding my 
companion to alight, and then 
reached in my pocket for my 
money. Immediately, however, the 
driver started off, and when I call- 
ed to him, she stopped me with a 
petulant exclamation. 

“But I haven’t paid him!” I 
cried. 

“Ca va,” she answered. “He is 
paid!” 

I shrugged my shoulders, and 
then looked around me. We were 
on a wide but dark and deserted 
boulevard. A quick glance showed 
me a high wall behind us, run- 
ning up and down as far as I could 
oe while across the street was a 


line of tenements. I started to 
cross to them; but once again the 
girl stopped me. “This way!” she 
said, and she led me along the 
high stone wall till we came to a 
great iron gate. 

As she halted, I stepped back 
with a cry. “But this .. .” I com- 
menced ; and then I stopped. 

She had placed her fingers 
against my mouth, and it was as 
if my lips were frozen by the 
touch. “Sh!” she whispered. 
“We'll wake them, and they 
mustn’t be waked.” 

I stared unbelieving through 
the iron bars of the gate, to see, 
in the dim light of the stars, mul- 
titude upon multitude of fantastic 
stone shapes, stretching away, out 
of sight. At the same instant, my 
companion touched the bar below 
my hand. Slowly, slowly, the huge 
gate swung open, and, hardly 
realizing what I was doing, I fol- 
lowed her through. The gate 
swung shut; I heard the click of 
the lock. 

We were locked together in 
Pere Lachaise Cemetery! 

I only vaguely remember our 
silent trip through those lanes of 
white stone. And for a second I 
halted beneath the towering sep- 


ulcher of some famous man, and 


glanced around me. My com- 
panion turned to me impatiently. 
“Come!” she said, in a low voice. 
“Why do you wait?” 

I stared at her beautiful face, 
still covered by its white mask. 
And with a nod to the charming 
creature, I started after her again. 

Through row after row of 
tombstones we hurried; and then, 
suddenly, she halted before a huge 
vault. She touched the granite 
door, and, like the gates of the 
Cemetery, it slowly opened. With 
a queer, eager smile, she turned 
to me. “Follow me!” she said. 

My will seemed to be complete- 
ly dominated by hers. We went in- 
side. The door closed behind us, 
and I looked around. We were in 
a vault, close and damp, and light- 
ed by a dim, red light above a 
tiny altar. On either side, so near 
I could have touched them, were 
piled the caskets of our dead 
hosts, I turned to my companion, 
a horrified question on my lips. 

She was moving toward me, 
her hands held out, her head 
thrown back, a deadly smile on 
her pale lips. I receded as she ad- 
vanced, until my back touched the 
cold granite wall. 


“Kiss me!” Her voice was like 
the tiniest rustling of leaves. 

“Good God, girl, are you mad?” 
I replied. 

But she did not appear to hear 
me. “Kiss me!’ she whispered. 
Her arm encircled my shoulders, 
and she drew herself close, until 
her cold, hard breasts pressed 
against me. 

“Stop! Let’s get out of here!” 
I cried, shoving her away. 

But her hand did not move. 
Instead, her other hand crept up 
to my face, while her embrace 
became tighter. . . tighter. Her 
lips approached mine. 

I pulled away, impelled by a 
strange fear and repugnance, but 
I could not move. It seemed al- 
most as though she held me with 
supernatural strength. I felt her 
breath on my lips; but it was icy, 
rather than hot. 


Suddenly I reached up my hand ~ 


to keep her face away, and, acci- 
dentally, I pushed back her mask. 
And then I uttered a cry of 
horror. 

It was the girl of the morgue! 
The same marble face; the clear, 
pale lips; the glint of those eyes 
looked into mine through long 
lashes! 


I tried to free myself from her 
grip, but her strength was steady 
and sure, like a vise’s. She drew 
me gradually closer to her, and 
her lips rose to mine, while my 
hands pushed up between us, 
making a futile effort to hold her 
away. 

And now my fingers reached 
her throat, and in desperation 
they circled it. Minutes passed in 
silence. She was pulling me to her, 
while with a queer instinct of self- 
preservation, my fingers sank into 
her throat. I felt a numbness con- 
quering me, while my muscles 
grew weaker and weaker. 

And then, suddenly, it was over. 
Her hands dropped, striking 
against something at my waist 
and sending it to the stone floor 
with a crash — an incident I 
scarcely noticed at the time. And 
now, instead of being a terrible 
force, she became'a heavy weight, 
held up by my fingers on her 
throat. I jumped away, and 
rushed for the door of the vault. 

And as I opened it, I heard the 
clear sound of a striking clock, 
far away in the direction of the 
Butte Chaumont. It struck twelve 
times, and as the last note rolled 
over the silent graveyard, I heard 
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a rattle in the vault behind me, 
followed. by the muffled sound of 
a falling body. 

Carnival had ended. 

In a daze of horror I sped 
through the aisles of tombstones, 
climbed over the high wall, and 
dropped to the deserted boulevard 
on the other side. I found a taxi, 
and hurried to my hotel, where I 
undressed with trembling haste 
and slipped into bed. 

Next day I wandered aimlessly 
through the city, passing the time 
till my train was due to pull out 
of the Gare de |’Est. 

I visited the treasures of the 
Louvre, and the ancient, imposing 
cathedral of Notre Dame. I sat in 
cafes, idly sipping drinks. I had 
lost my watch, somehow or other, 
within the last twenty-four hours; 
I didn’t know where. But I kept a 
careful lookout on the neighbor- 
ing clocks, to make sure I did not 
lose the train for Austria. 

Finally, shortly before four, I 
found myself near the Jardin des 
Plantes, and I decided to start for 
the station, planning to walk 
there, as I had plenty of time and 
had already checked my baggage. 
I started off, down the quais, 
crossing the bridge at La Cite. . = 


And then, suddenly, I stopped, 
feeling my heart jump. 

I was passing the morgue, the 
building where her body lay yes- 
terday! Had there been a distur- 
bance in connection with its dis- 
appearance, I asked myself; or 
—or could that body, by some 
strange chance, still be. ... 

I hesitated, an overwhelming 
curiosity and an unaccountable 
uneasiness struggling within me. 
Nearby, the clock in the tower of 
the cathedral boomed four times. 
I still had about an hour and a 
half before train time. 

After all, I thought, what harm 
could come of finding out what 
they think of her disappearance? 
And with a shrug, I turned and 
entered the building. 

I noticed a flash of surprise in 
the keeper’s eyes when he recog- 
nized me. “There are more things 
that Monsieur wishes to see to- 
day?” he asked. 

“J just thought I’d take a quick 
look around, before my train 
leaves,” I replied, restraining my 
excitement. 

I followed him inside. 

At the door leading to the au- 
topsy chamber, my guide halted. 
“Tf you will wait one moment 
while I telephone, Monsieur. . . .” 
His voice trailed off in a question- 
ing note, as if awaiting my name. 

I supplied it. ‘Monsieur Mer- 
rill,” I said. “Surely, I’ll wait.” 
And I commenced striding up and 
down the little anteroom, while 
he disappeared in his little office. 


Several minutes passed, and I 
became more and more uneasy. 
And at last, as the keeper did not 
return, I decided to slip inside the 
place by myself, take one quick 
look in the room where I had seen 
her body the day before, and then 
hurry off to my train. I passed 
through the cold, silent room 
where the autopsies were per- 
formed; crossed through the 


“Chamber of Curiosities’; and 
finally halted at the little door, 
leading into the still room with its 
line of marble slabs. And sudden- 
ly I suppressed a cry of astonish- 
ment. 

There, lying on the same slab, 
in the same posture, was my last 
night’s companion! Only a second 
did I hesitate. Then I tiptoed over, 
and looked down at her. 
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Yes, everything was the same; 
the perfect oval face; the skin, 
white as chiseled marble. Every- 
thing was the same—even the two 
deep marks on her throat! 

How long I stared down at that 
body, in horror and fascination, 
I do not know. But suddenly it 
seemed as if her lashes flickered, 
and she looked up at me from be- 
neath them! At the same moment 
I heard the keeper’s voice, right 
at my side. 

“Tt will be dissected today,” he 
said. 

I swung around, forgetful of 
everything except the light I had 
seen in those eyes. 

“Good. God, man!” 
“That girl isn’t dead!” 

He laughed; and there was 
something unpleasant in that 
laugh. 

“She’s dead all right, Monsieur 
Merrill,” he replied, looking 
square into my eyes. “She was 
strangled to death in Pere La- 
chaise Cemetery!” 

I wet my lips, trying to make 
my voice steady and natural. 
“And do you know who did it?” 
I asked in a whisper. 

For a long time, the man re- 
garded me without answering. 
Then: “Perhaps, Monsieur. Noth- 
ing is proved as yet, however. 
French justice moves very slowly, 
but it gets its man every time!” 
he said, as he had said the day 
before. And again, as on yester- 
day, I felt a tap on my shoulder. 

This time, however, it was not 
the keeper’s fingers that tapped 
me. When I turned around, it was 
to see a gendarme, a stern look in 
his eyes as he regarded me. And 
in his hand he held a watch—my 
watch, with my name engraved in 
it, which I had dropped the night 
before in the struggle in the tomb. 


I cried. 


There is little more to be said, 
and less time to say it. They 
proved conclusively that it was I 
who choked the girl to death. My 
watch, found in the tomb (al- 
though they discovered it twenty- 
four hours after they found the 
body, they decided it must have 
been there all along) ; my second 
visit to the morgue, obviously to 
see the dead girl again: my ner- 
vousness, testified to by the keeper 
—all added up to prove my guilt. 
My very attempt to explain the 


story was counted against me. 

But did I kill the girl? Can a 
man kill the dead? Can murder be 
committed upon one already mur- 
dered? 

That, I cannot answer. I only 
know that Madame Guillotine 
stands outside my window, and 
the shadows she casts on the floor 
of my cell grow darker as the 
light grows stronger. I know that 
muffled footsteps are coming down 
that corridor toward my cell. In 
a moment they will lead me out— 
to the end. 

God forgive them! God forgive 
all men, and me, the most miser- 
able of sinners! e 


THAT MAN! THERE WAS A DOLL 
LIKE HIM / AND YESTEROAY THE 
SWAMI! STUCK A PIN IN THE LEG 
OF THAT DOLL M TONIGHT... 
HE'S LOST THAT LEG... 


HIS LEG-- 
T'LL_ HAVE Jo 
AMPUTATE, 1, 


TERROR, SOUL- SEARING FEAR, A SENSE OF STRANGE EVIL POWERS INVADES THE 
MINDS OF THOSE WHO ARE TRAPPED BY THE SUPERNATURAL / THIS IS A 
STORY OF THE VOODOO DOLLS OF EVIL / 


“7 


I'M TOM DECKER! 
YOU'RE BADLY 
SHAKEN / LET 
ME TAKE 

You HOME! 


BERTRAM BOOTH, 
121 ST REGIMENT.’ 
STRANGE... ANOTHER 
FELLOW FROM THAT 
REGIMENT DIED 
LAST WEEK... 


WHEN TERROR SWEEPS A MAN'S 
MING IT SOON REACHES A CRESENDO 
OF FEAR... 


PLEASE 


I've BEEN A 
SMASHED--\( POLICE REPORTER 
EVERY BONE FOR YEARS... 
IN HIS BODY... NEVER SEEN 
SMASHED... ANYTHING TO 
COMPARE ! WHO 


LATER THAT MGHT, IN THE OFFICES|| THE NEXT MORNING TOM VISITED 
OF THE DAILY TELEGRAM... THE DISTRICT ATTORNEY'S 
OFFICE... 


GOOD BYE, ANN! 
TILL SEE You 
FRIDAY / 


> 


YEP--NO ONE RIGHT! 
EVER DID YOU INVESTIGATED “ NOR DID HIS 

FIND WHERE BUT NEVER LEARNED) FELLOW 
HE GOT ALL THE SOURCE OF SOLDIERS! 
HIS MONEY! HIS WEALTH... 2 


5} 


BEFORE TOM LEFT ANN, HE 
MACE ANOTHER DATE WITH 
HER / 


7 AND NOW-- IN THE PAST I'LL ADMIT, WE'RE THE DA, LET SLIP THAT THEYRE 
TWO WEEKS FOUR MEN BAFFLED-- BOTH AS To MURDERS! I'M ON THE TRAIL 
FROM THE SAME SQUAD MOTIVE AND MURDER OF SOMETHING BIG! 

OF SOLDIERS HAVE DIED /... METHODS! THEY ALL 
LOOK LIKE ACCIDENTS! 


a ee 

I HAVE A CATE WITH ANN, FRIDAYS 

ILL BRING HER AN ANTIQUE PEWTER 
MUG PERHAFS.,..27 


IN AN ATTEMPT TO ORGANIZE HIS THOUGHTS, 


TOM DECIDED TO WALK AWHILE... 
= en 


STREET... NEVER NOTICED 
/T BEFORE... 


WHA... WHAT y HAR... HARUUTH / COME, OH ELDER 
THE DEVIL #: GODS OF ANCIENT PERSIA-- TAKE 
Ee YOUR VENGEANCE .. - 


oO 
o 


WHAT GIBBER/SH! UH OH! HE Tom RAN! THE NEXT DAY, AT THE LIBRARY HE SOUGHT MORE 
SEES ME! L'O BETTER GET INFORMATION... - a ‘ 
OUT OF HERE! | | \ \ 
1 


L HOPE THESE ! VOOB0O RITES 
BOOKS HELPED WERE PRACTICED 
You, MR. fl lT IN ANCIENT 

DECKER’ )|* iV. FERSA..5 


17 WAS THE PERSIAN SHOP OF 
ORLANOO, AND HE WAS PRACTICING 
pr VOODOO... —— 


THEN SUDDENLY, ANOTHER ACCIDENT ANO 
ANOTHER DEATH... 


| 


THAT BEAM! 
IT'S FALLING! 
LOOKOUT / 


SAW THAT THE VICTIM RESEMELED THE DOLL 
IN THE CURIO SHOF... SS 
«=, HE LOOKS LIKE 
THE DOLL WITH THE 
PIN STUCK INTO 


'S TOM RUSHED 7O THE MURDERED MAN, HE ] 


\s TUNNED, TOM WANDERED AWAY FROM THE SCENE OF 
| THE GORY ACCIDENT... 


I SEE, THE MAN KILLED IN THE 
ACCIDENT WAS ONE OF THE SOLDIERS 
IN BOOTH'S REGIMENT / I THINK IT'S 

VOODOO, MR, JONES/ 


/ WHY, ANN! MEN, 

HAVE BEEN KILLED! 
Nn THIS IS MY JOB, 
\ MY DUTY... 


ASSOCIATED W/TH ORLANDO'S DOLLS WOULON 


Ye 7OM MEANT TO KEEP AWAY... BUT THINGS 
7 
KEEP AWAY FROM TOM... 


t 


TOM, YOU ALL MAKES SENSE... 
RIGHT? VooDoo! 
«SUCH DRIBBLE! 


TOM THEN HURRIED ON 72 THE HOME OF ANN 
TALL 


IT'S NOT YOUR 
IT'S INCREDIBLE! PROBLEM / ANYWAY, 
I'VE TOLD You i BOOTH NEVER 
ALL I KNOW <i MEANT ANYTHING 


AND NOTHING P TO YOU...DON'T <| 
MEDDLE-- 
PROMISE ME2 


PLEASE, TOM, KEEP I SENSE THAT 
AWAY FROM THAT THE ANTIQUE SHOP 
DREADFUL PLACE... 4 IS THE TRUE CENTER 
OF ALL THIS... BUT 
T'LL TRY To 
KEEP AWAY/ 


I'LL BET HE WAS A 
MEMBER OF THE 72/57 
REGIMENT! AND_HELL 

LOOK LIKE ONE OF 

THE DOLLS IN 


ORLANDO'S SHOP/ 


THAT DOES /T! THE 
HAVE TO SWAMI) AND HIS TPN Ee ar eae 
5 TOGETHER... BUT HOW 2: 
DOLLS OID THIS! I yee 
KNOW IT'S TRUE es 
EVEN THOUGH T 
DON'T BELIEVE IN 
BLACK MAGIC... Z 
KNOW I PROMISED 
ANN, BUT THIS 1S 
THE STORY OF 
THE YEAR / 


WELCOME, TOM DECKER ! WHA...WHAT 2 My, YOU'VE HAD A HEH 7 WHAT'S 
ENTER! 4 DOOR Is HOW DID YOU BUSY DAY / L'vE BEEN GOING'ION AROUND 
OPEN / ERE ¢ / 


EXPECTING YOU... 


{ I 
ENTE (OU'LL. KNOW FOOL: TO KNOW AS THAT DOLL... 
wae ea MUCH AS YOU KNOW ANN/ THIS DEVIL 
MUST PLAN... ¥ 
HERE. ; 


NOW-- KNOW ALL // LEARN WHY i A PRIEST 
OF SARAT, AM SWORN To SEE VENGEANCE 
UPON BOOTH AND ALL HIS CLAN... 


[ 


Booty RECEWED PERMISSION TO DRILL FOR 
OIL FROM THE SHAH OF SARAT... 


THANK YOu, SHAH WH YES, SAHIB, you | 


ILARDI! OUR ARMY J MAY ORILL, BUT 

| NEEDS OIL VERY RESPECT THE 
BADLY! YOUR bh LOCAL CUSTOMS, 

REWARDS WILL |My I URGE you! 
BE GREAT! {9p ESPECIALLY THE 
j CEMETARIES / 


SegecaeaNNRED a nema catia oe TRTNTRD cere 
THEN HE UNFOLDED HIS B/ZARRE TALE OFF 
VENGEANCE! OL/RING WORLD WAR IT A GROUP 


OF MEN WERE EXPLORING FOR Ol, IN ANCIENT 
PERSIA... . 


CAPTAIN BOOTH-- WE OKAY, COLONEL -- 

NEED OILAND you~; IF IT'S THERE 
MUST FIND IT/ WE'LL FINO IT! 

DEFINITE TRACES HAVE 

BEEN FOUND IN SARAT/ 


SC weawte 


KK i — -— 


Bo07H FOUND Ol.--PLENTY OF /T... 


WL== MEN-- WE DID IT/ NOW LET'S 
TRY THAT CEMENTARY/ TILL BET 
WE FIND OIL AND GOLD! THEIR 
PEOPLE ALWAYS PUT 


GOLD IN THEM / 


Vom < 
Dr, OUR GODS CANNOT 


oe A WARNING CAME... § =——— 


REST WITHOUT THE! 
NO} I BEG YOU, MR, YOU GOT BOOTH, \ VOODOO DOLLS! THE 
} BOOTH ! DISTURB NOT GOLD IN REMEMBER V WHO SARAT PRIEST WILL 
OUR CEMETARY/ HERE THOSE HIT--GOLD--\| THE OLD | CARES/ TAKE VENGEANCE 
nis BEES Sates Tomes! OUR MAN'S 2 |ysoOK=- UFON YOU MONEY- 
FORTUNE'S IRNING? |VOODOCO hee 
NO DISTURB THEM / MADE! e . Mie we Ro ee 


DOLLS, WILL 6E FOLLOWED 
GOLD-- BY US UNTIL 


ZZ; 
VENGEANCE WY 
IS Ours... JZY, 


Zz) 


/ WIN} — 
My ARM! 
GIVE ME 

Tommy MALLOY WAS A FAST MAN— WITH A DOLLAR, A BACK MY 

DAME, OR A RACING CAR! BUT HE NEVER OREAMED THAT 

SOMEDAY HE WOULD DRIVE THAT ZAR OF HIS RIGHT OVER 

THE EOGE OF REALITY ANDO INTO THE REALM OF DARK 

200M FROM WHENCE NO MAN EVER RETURNS / FORA 

MAN CANNOT LIVE WHEN A PART OF Hi 15 LOST, 

EVEN THOUGH THE LOST PART 1S DEAD AND LONG 

BURIEO ! THIS, THEN, /§ THE WEIRD AND INCRECIEL 

STORY OF THE ARM THAT CAME BACK... > 


WN 


Tommy MALLOY, THE HOTTEST THING ON THE DIRT 
‘TRACKS, /S DRIVING THE RACE OF HIS LIFE. 


WHEW — LooKit L (nan! HE'S GOOD, 
THAT MALLoy Go! BUT HE'LL NEVER, 
HE'S GONNA CATCH J CATCH THE DUKE 
DUKE THOMAS! Al ss 


| TOMMY'S GIRL, HELEN, /§ WORRIED! AS /S 
HIS MECHANIE, GREASY JACKSON. -- 


YEAH! WHAT'S 
GOTTEN INTO 
HIM? NEVER SAW 


HIM THIS CRAZY 
BEFORE! 


DID YOU SEE 

THAT, GREASY? 
HE'S GONE CRAZY! 
HE'S GOING TO 
KILL HIMSELF— 
OR SOMEBODY 


Bur TOMMY HAS ONLY ONE THOLUGHT— A SAVAGE Ano TOMMY DELIBERATELY EUTS IN 
QESIRE TO WIN THE RACE! AS HE EASES FRONT OF THE RIVAL CAR... 2 
ALONGSIDE 4/5 ARCH RIVAL, OUKE THOMAS... 
YOWWWW— GET OVER, YOu 
KEEP YOUR YELLOW, DUKE? WELL, » FOOL! WE'LL LOCK 
DISTANCE, 'M NOT! AND I'M 


WHEELS! 
MALLOY! CROWDING YOU UNTIL HAH- HAH— NOT IF 
YOU GONE R\ SOMETHING GIVES! YOU GIVE GROUND, DUKE! 


ALWAYS KNEW YOU DIDN'T 
REALLY HAVE IT! 


OUKE'S CAR GOES OUT OF CONTROL... 


MAYBE RE BUT OUKE'S CAR DOES SURN—ANO SOON 
POOR DEVIL! YHE's GoT 


THE TRACK 1S MISTEO BY SMOKE ANC THE 


; I—I KNOW! | 
you SAW IT HELEN! BUT IT MUST 
! |} WE BOTH SAW IT— NOTHING 


HAVE BEEN AN 
LESS THAN MURDER: I'M ACCIDENT! / 


————7 THROUGH TOMMY 
~~ | WITH MALLOY } WOULDN'T 
-<&_FOR GOOD! y” DO A THING 

LIKE THAT 
Yl DELIBERATELY! 


Sfx 


BUT AS THEY ORWE INTO THE NOLINTAINS TO 

IN NO PEN/TENT MOOD... TOMMY’S LODGE, HE STOPS FOR A OR/WVK OR 
7 - /, PLEASE, DARLING, \) TWO, AND BECOMES /INCREAS/NGLY SURLY... 
YOU'RE LIKE ALL THE REST, / DON'T TALK LIKE /W ' 
HUH? YOU THINK I'M A { THAT! I'M NOT YOU'RE DRIVING TOO | WHO NEEOS A TRACK. 
MURDERER OR SOMETHING! / ANGRY, JUST HURT ]/ FAST, HONEY! AND I'M PERFECTLY SOBER- 
BUT THIS IS A TOUGH «x AND PUZZLED! YOU'RE DRINKING AND EVEN IF I 
RACKET AND DUKE 


Ss af TOO MUCH! P—PLEASE—) WASN'T, I'M STILL 
’ T DRIV 
KNEW WHAT ~ Ll wee or oo AREN'T ON A HE BEST 
Appt a 
ewes 


IN THE WORLD! 


SKIDOING! THE WHEELS— 
JAMMED — CAN'T 
STRAIGHTEN HER 


Gr 


TOMMY—TOMMY, ¥ O4, PLEASE—ALEASE 


DARLING, ANSWER / LET H/M BE 
ME! TOMMY! 


LATER, AS HELEN CLIMBS THE Hil 
ANO FLAGS DOWN A CAR... : 


PLEASE, MISTER— 
PLEASE HELP ME! 
THERE'S BEEN AN 
ACCIDENT! my 
FRIEND IS DOWN 
THERE IN THE CAR! 
HIS ARM... 


RIGHT, YOUNG 
LADY, TRY TO 
KEEP cALM! 


A DOCTOR AND 
I LIVE CLOSE- 
By! : 


PUODENLY THE CAR GETS OUT OF CONTROL... 
YouH— WE'RE 
GOING TO 
CRASH! 
O00000 — 


I'LL HELP—1I'M : 


THE HEAVY CAR GOES THROUGH A SAFETY 
WALL ANO BOUNCES CRAZ/ILY DOWN THE 
CLIFFSIDE... 


HELEN 15 THROWN FREE OF THE WRECKED CAR’ 
DAZEO ANO BSLEEOING, BUT NOT SADLY HURT, 
SHE STAGGERS SACK TO WHERE TOMMY MALLOY 
/$ BURIEO IN THE WRECKAGE... ZED} 


THEN SHE SEES (7 —A BLOODY AND 
MACABRE THING LYING /N A HOLLOW, 
FAR AWAY FROM THE CAR:.. 


inal is 
Ll GY [$ W-WHAT7 AN ARM — 8-8UT HOW? OH, WO — 


re er ae 

2 7 fll Mie 

ti EEE EEKKK— Tommy's 7” | 
——S 


ARM. Zn { 


Tommy, STILL UNCONSC/OUS, /S TAKEN | Aours LATER, TOMMY 
70 THE DOCTOR'S HOUSE AND [—~) MALLOY WAKES /NA 
OPERATED ON... STRANGE HOSPITAL — 
Pp J /aetco, HOSPITAL? \ ANO FINOS A/S 

POOR TOMMY! SEND AMBULANCE / LEF7 ARM > 
MY POOR DARLING— 


AT ONCE! 
WHEN HE WAKES { EMERGENCY... 
UP AND FINDS ; 


HE'S LOST AN 


HEAVENS ! | 
MY ARM! 
DOCTOR—NURSE~ 
HELP ME! I'VE 

GOT TO HAVE 


TIME PASSES / TOMMY BROODS ABOUT H/S ARM : 
AND DRINKS TOO MUCH! THEN ONE NIGHT... 
we v 


HELEN — I'VE BEEN TOMMY! DON'T TALK 
MEANING TO ASK You! ] LIKE THAT, PLEASE! 
WHAT DID THEY DO YOU MUST TRY TO ~< 
WITH MY ARM? FORGET... 


at 


posepzesiary 


pee 


— 


I TELL YoU I WANT MY ARM BACK—AND 
I'M GOING TO GET IT! 
THEY DID WITH !7, WHERE IT'S BURIED, OR 
P (ILL REALLY HURT you! 


DARLING! 
WHAT ARE YOU 
GOING TO DO? 
PLEASE, TOMMY, 
COME BACK! 


LEAVE ME ALONE, YOU 

LITTLE FOOL! L KNOW 

WHAT I'M DOING! I'm, 

FA GOING AFTER MY ARM. 
Ss 


Ae 
a 
a 


NOW TELL ME WHAT 


ty 
° 


FORGET! HA-HA./ HOW CAN I FORGET, 
= YOU LITTLE FOOL! IT WAS MY 
ARM, UNDERSTAND; MY. 


OH, YOU'RE 
HURTING ME. 


MINN 


THE PAIN 15 700 MUCH FOR HELEN... 


OHHHHA— ALL RIGHT! 
I'LL TELL You! THE DOCTOR— 
HE B-BURIED ITIN A FIELD 
BEHIND HIS HOUSE! 
OwWWWWWWWw— 


Yj 


COME ON, 

TELL ME! 

WHERE |S 
IT? 


f 


LATER, AS HE DRIVES MADLY ALONG THE 
SAME MOUNTAIN WHERE THE ACCIDENT 
OCCURRED...¥ “ 


HA- HA-HAH! I'LL SHOW THEM! I'LL 
FOOL THEM ALL/ ILL GET MY ARM 
BACK, AND THEN I CAN DRIVE AGAIN’ 


AHH — HERE (7 15/ NOW 
VLL HAVE MY ARM BACK 
NNO TIME: ! YES—I'VE 
STRUCK IT! I'VE FOUND 


Bur THAT Is 
WO PROBLEM, 
BECAUSE THE 
SPOT HAS BEEN 
MARKED BY 
THE DOCTOR.:. 


NEAR THE DOCTOR'S {~ /N THE DOC'S SHED 15 
HOUSE / THE WIND JYUST THE THING! NOW 
4S RISING AND THE EZ CAN ONLY FIND THE 
MIGHT 15 SERIE. ay PLACE WHERE HE 
BURIED MY 


LATER, AS HE PARKS ( THIS TROWEL Z FOUND 


' 
HEE - HEE—HEE.'IT'S IN F 
EXCELLENT SHAPE! BUT } 
NOW TO GET THE DOCTOR 
TO—(EHUCKLE)— ] 


DO A LITTLE hot ell 
rim 

oi Aaa eee cee 

LEA = Wes y | 

oS : my 

mon 


HE'S AN EXPERT SURGEON, HE © 
SHOULDN'T HAVE ANY TROUBLE 
DOING WHAT I WANT Hitt 70 Dol. 


MICE OF THE DOC TO WRAP /T 

LIKE THAT FOR ME! HmMM— 
» IV HEAVY CAWVAS / GOOR! NOW 

WA LITTLE WHILE /'LL BEA 
: WHOLE MAN AGAIN./ 


we 
LS 
er Che 


Macly He Pounos 
ON THE DOOR OF THE 
DOCTOR'S HOME, 
USING THE GRISLY 
ARM AS A KNOCKER... 


COME ON, DOC, WAKE DOOR, TOMMY FORCES H/S WAY IN... 
UP! I GOTA LITTLE 
JOB FOR YOU ! HA-HA4- 
HA’ HURRY UP, DOC, 


SEE up! 


YOU MEAN 
MY ARM, DOC? YES, 

SURE, THAT'S WHAT 
iT 1S! AND YOU KNow 
WHAT— YOU'RE GOING 
TO SEW IT BACK ON 


7 

MALLOY! WHAT ON 
EARTH DO YOU WANT 
AT THIS HOUR? AND 
THAT THING IN YOUR 


2 


il ; 
os “a 
io 


Y- YOUR ARM? SEW IT ON? YOU'RE 
STARK RAVING MAD, MALLOY! 1!'D 
BETTER CALL 
THE HOSPITAL 
AND HAVE 
THEM... 


AND I SAY YoU sEW 
MY ARM _ BACK ON! 

Now I BROUGHT THIS 
ALONG JUST IN CASE! 


YOU WON'T CALL 
ANYBODY! YOU'RE GOING 
TO DO EXACTLY AS L 


SO THE DOCTOR, CONFRONTED BY A MADMAN 
WITH A GUN, HAS NO CHOICE. 


17 THE SHOULDER STUB OF TOMMY MALLOY / LATER, 
NEVER MIND As THE POCTOR LOOKS ON /N HORROR... 


THIS WON'T DO ANY =A ALL THAT! JUST 


GOOD, YOU KNOW! ZAN'T } GO AHEAD AND YES, THAT'S BETTER! YOU DID YOU'RE 
YOU UNDERSTAND 7 — SEW IT BACK A GOOD JOB, Doc! NOW I'VE ABSOLUTELY 
K YOUR ARM IS DEAD, ON! GOT TWO ARMS INSANE ! 
ar =, ROTTED! AGAIN! = 
ee Hey 4 ra * 
= y i 
\\ ALR 
ey Se) 
on ss ZR 
a p 
r SS ~ 
W ts sv 
Ay 
S 
; eS , \ 
Qe | | \ 
Vi YN \\ 


THEN, SUDDENLY, MALLOY DOES SEE A 
RACING CAR / A GHOSTLY ZAR, SHINING 
IN THE NIGHT. . 


YOU'VE ALREADY 
DONE !T, Doc! GIVEN } 
ME BACK MY ARM! 
GOODBYE, AND 

THANKS! L GOT 
A DATE WITHA 
RACING CAR! / 


(MALLOY, WHERE ARE 
YOU GOING? COME 

BACK HERE! YOU'RE 
A SICK MAN, MALLOY! 
LET ME DO SOMETHING 


YUN — t- THAT'S 
THE DUKE'S CAR! THE 
MAN LI K-KILLED! 


yy it 
OU 


TERRIFIED, HIS MIND REEL/NG, MALLOY LEAPS AlW0 STILL THE GHASTLY CHASE GOES ON, ACROSS 
INTO HIS OWN CAR ANC TRIES TO LOSE THE ANO DOWN THE MOLUIVTAINS / MALLOY STEPS HIF 
GHOSTLY RACER... gm CAR UP TO A HUNDREOC MILES AN HOUR, YET 
m ss CANNOT LOSE THE PHANTOM THAT COGS Hi 
F-FOLLOWING ME! I CAN'T UN: 
LOSE HiM! DUKE'S GHOST /S5 . 
LPRIVING THAT CAR / 


NAKANO) 
DAN NN) 
AN 


ANN 


it} 
EREAKNECK SPEED, THE GHOST CAR HOT ON I) 
HIS TAIL, HE FINDS THAT THE WHEEL WILL WOT {|} 


RESPOND TO HIM. 
: *'| GAAAAA— THE 


WHEEL, JAMMED/ 
C- CANT BUOGE IT/ 


“'VE GOT THE PEOAL DOWN 70 THE 
FLOOR NOW/ /'M DOING ONE HUNORED 
ANO THIRTY MILES AN HOUR! ANP 
THOSE BAP CURVES ARE COMING 


THE CAR, WITH MALLOY 
SCREAMING AT THE 
WHEEL, GOES HURTLING 
OFF THE CLIFF EDGE! 
THE ARM HAS WON! AND 
QVER THE WHOLE SCENE 
\\ HOVERS THE SOMBRE “1H 
MY ARM! MY DEAD ARM—PULLING ) ‘ZyauRe OF DEATH... ~aAH 
THE ZAR TOWARD THE EDGE OF H I DON'T 
THE CLIFF! I CAN'T CONTROL UNDERSTAND 
MY ARM — IT'S GOT A WILL OF <( IT, DOCTOR! ABOUT 
Ry THE ARM, I 


MEAN: HE HAS 
T| ONLY ONE ARM 


I DON'T UNDER: 
STAND IT, EITHER. 
- I KNOW THE ARM 
Me WAS SEWN ON HIM— 
BUT IT'S DISAPPEARED: 


LYNAYBE THE REAL TROUBLE WAS THAT DAVE TIBGETS JUST REFUSED TO BELIEVE THAT HE WAS 
NO LONGER AMONG THE LIVING ! HE TRIED TO GO oN. WITH THINGS AS BEFORE — BEFORE 


HE WENT OVER A CLIFF AT EIGHTY MULES AN HOUR! ALL IW ALL, reg shustraa QTE A 
MISANCE OF HIMSELF IN HIS ROLE AS THE WALKING HO, 


D-DON'T COME 
~ NEAR ME, ¥Y- YOu 
Xe MONSTER... YOU 
HIDEOUS FIEND! 
/ 
D 
g 
I aay = i |p 
a, y? zy 
=> Ses a aN 
ASE eS . 


Y WELL, BECKY TIME\/ OH, DAVE, I WISH you = 
TO GET STARTED | DION'T HAVE THIS AWFUL 
FOR THE PLANT! NIGHT SHIFT! PLEASE 


i 0 DAVE TIBBETS, LIKE MULLIOWS OF OTHER 


AMERICANS WHO WORK IW CEFENSE FLANTS, fi 


{ c7aRTs ANOTHER ROUTINE WIGHT — SO HE Ry 
SEE YOU IN THE DRIVE CAREFULLY! THINKS... 
_ MORNING! 


He ‘3 
| 


> MORE 
CAREFULLY... 
A 


7 Wf- DIDDLE- DEE -luUM-OUM— 07 }CSUDDENLY A CURVE AHHH —G—GOING TOO FAST”, 
Z GUESS /'M A PRETTY LUCKY COMES UP TOO FAST... RX (LL NEVER MAKE /7/ 
GUY AT THAT— Z GOTA SWELL = mn = 
WIFE, A GOOD JOB, A NEW = 

CAR... 


oie! BECKY / 
VIM yyy 


GUARANTEE OF CERTAIN 
DEATH, THE UNCON TROLLEO $3 


LiKE A TERR/BLE STEEL vAVE THEN THE BEAST DESTROYS 

BEAST, THE CAR CRUNCHES AND ‘TSELF AND THERE (5S ONLY 

CRASHES DOWN THE STEEP ROCK \¥ S/LENCE IN THE ACHING MIGHT! \f MY F-FACE FEELS SORT OF g 
COVERED SIDE OF THE MOUNTAIN.’ 9 LINTIL SOMETHING STIRS IN > FUNNY, BURNS A LITTLE; 


THERE 1/3 A SOUNO LIKE DOOMED \\ THAT STEEL TRAP... BU7 AT LEAST (1 ALIVE! 
PLANETS COLLIDING... eS y ’ 


Las 


Riv 
ie 


i 
Ue... 


WHEW — WHAT A GOOD, HERE COMES A CAR NOW.! BECKY 
‘ CLIMB / GUESS /— SURE /S GOING 70 BE FEEVED ABOUT 
(PUFE)— OUT OF SHAPE! BUT WOW /2L WE,’ ¥ 
HAVE 70 WICH A RIDE HOME / 


WHAT IN THUNDER? THEY 
HITCH HIKER, WERE GOING TO STOP AND 
MA! SHALL OUT HERE AT NIGHT! THEN THAT OLD WOMAN . 


WE stop? JB BUT WAIT A YELLED, AND THEY 
DROVE ON! 


laa ays 

ZIFTER TEW beg 1L00KS LIKE SOMEONE /5 “~-7 

MINUTES WALK 4 STULL UP IN THIS FARM HOLISE! CRAZY DOG? TOOK ONE LOOK AT ME AND y, 
ALONG THE RAN LIKE HE'D SMELLED THE DEVIL! 
LONELY ROAD... 


HOPE THESE FOLKS 
GOT MORE SENSE THAN. 
THEIR CRAZY DOG! BUT 
SOMETHING SURE /S 

FUNNY TOMGHT.” 


HEY, LADY, L — SAY, WHAT THE HECK IS THE 
MATTER WITH EVERYBODY TONIGHT? THEY 
ALL GONE NUTS? EVERYBODY GIVING ME 
THE BRUSH- - ; 
OFF LIKE L 


HERE COMES THE TROLLEY NOW.’ ANO 
(LL SURE BE GLAD WHEN THIS MIGHT 
/S WER / DARNDEST ONE I EVER 


Yes? wHaT— \_ (NOW WHAT'S THE 
OH, YOU— YOU— \ MATTER WITH ME? 
GEEEEEEE— ) t ust WANT TO 
GO AWAY, YOU USE THE PHONE! 
pe FIEND! YOU 
HORRIBLE 
CREATURE! 


del 
o = 


S — 
AT LAST, SOME SIGN OF CIV/L- 
(ZATION. I'LL RIDE THE TROLLEY 

INTO TOWN! BU7 I WONDER WHAT WAS 

WRONG WITH THAT WOMAN BACK AT THE. 

Rane tf 


LEMME OUT 
OF HERE! 


THEY ALL TOOK ONE LOOK AT ME 
1 AND RAN AWAY! OKAY, SO WHO 
CARES, I'LL DRIVE THIS 

THING MYSELF! 


~~ 


MAYBE I CAN GET IN THE BACK WAY! 
SOMETIMES THE LOCK ON THE KITCHET 
200R— SAY, THERE'S A LIGHT ON (IN 

THE KITCHEN... 


= 


: NOTHING TO IT! BUT I'D SURE LIKE 
TO KNOW WHAT AILS PEOPLE TONIGHT— 
YOU WOULD THINK I WAS POISON OR 

- SOMETHING! 


BLAST /7/ £ MUST HAVE 
LOST MY KEYS IN THE J 
WRECK! ANO Z DON'T 
WANT 7O WAKE BECKY. 

JE Z CAN HELP IT! 


(GASP)— 1T-17'S BECKY AND 
DAN BURNS! M-MY BEST FRIEND! | FORGET IT; 


HONEY..; 
WHY, THE OIRTY ROTTEN... WE'RE 
TOGETHER 
: DARLING... NOW! a 


IL WAITED 
SO LONG... 


DAVE ' ? ~ HLL KILL YOU YOU FIRST, MY OLD 
You- BUTITEI( CAVE! HE] BOTH FOR THIS! FRIEND! MAYBE IT's A 
TWO-TIME ME, GOOD THING L HAD 
WILL YOU! sf THAT WRECK TONIGHT! 


Pine 
AND NOW IT'S YOUR TURN, —y NO! STAY AWAY 
BECKY! YOU LITTLE VIXEN, FROM ME- YOU 
CARRYING ON WHILE IL WAS HORROR! 
AWAY WORKING FOR YOU! 


FUNNY! HE /S1V'T 
PUTTING UP ANY FIGHT! 
ACTS AS THOUGH HE'S 
ALREADY DEAD 


5 ir, é ZG MEA mak SS = ON 
FAINTED! WELL, (LL TAKE BUT EVEN THEY ACTEO FUNNY WHEN THEY 
YOURSELF IN— CARE OF HER LATER’ NO SAW ME.’ NOT ONLY GUILTY BUT AS THOUGH 


OH, L— so 5 FUN IN KILLING THEYD SEEN SOMETHING HORRIBLE! JUST LIKE 
DARK— OOOOH/ mie AV LINCONSCIOUS TOMGH 7 


GO LOOK AT 


¢ 


Z KNOW (7 NOW—Z FEEL /7/ BECKY STARTED 7O TELL 


SOMETHING MUST BE WRONG \A> ME TO LOOK IN THE MIRROR! 
ei A-HA, (VE PROBABLY GOT 


HAPPENED IN THE ALITTLE BLOOD OW ME 
ACCIDENT! OR SO, 


WITH INE’ MAYBE THAT 


A 
ATA ET 
LIODENLY, THE TERRIBLE /MAGE /V 
THE GLASS BEG/VS TO FALE... 


HUH! NOW (M DISAPPEARING / 
TURNING TO SMOKE! BUT HOW... 


LOOKIT HIS FACE! 


l YEAH— THE POOR 
WORST SMASH I'VE SEEN FELLA NEVER, KNEW. 
IN MONTHS, PHIL! THE GUY ) WHAT HIT HIM! AND THAT 
MUSTA BEEN DOING A FACE IS GONNA BE SOME 
HUNDRED! UGH— JOB FOR THE UND! 


YAAAAAAAA— 
W—WHAT'S WRONG 
WITH MY FACE? 


DAVE! WHY— HHE'S VY GOODBYE, BECKY! I KNOW 
JUST FADING AWAY? 


THE TRUTH NOW— ABOUT 
BOTH OF US! GOODBYE! 5; / 


7 YOU THINK 


HE COULD NAW — THAT 
HAVE LIVED /\ GUY NEVER 
MOVED! 


= 


[5UT SOMETHING MOVED! SOME- 

THING WALKEO THROUGH THE NIGHT; 

FOUNO OUT THE TRUTH ABOUT ITS, 
fey 


ICe whovsins may escape 
wnmediate retribution.--gut 
eventually all mus? wear. 


EATHS 


EVER COMPLAIN OF TIGHT 
SHOES ?___/N TERRANO THEY 
STILL TELL THE STRANGE 
TALE OF THE RUTHLESS COLINT 
WHO DID...AND THE OMINOLIS: 


“THE MAJESTIC COACH COMES TO A BRUSQUE 
HALT... EMERGES THE ARROGANT, VISC/OL/S, 
COUNT TERRANO /”" 


"THE MID-DAY CALM /5 ABRUBTLY DISTURGED BY 
THE CLATTERING OF MASSIVE WHEELS AND 
\ HOOFS ON THE COSBELE-STONED STREET...” 


MAKE WAY FOR WATER THE HORSES, ) 
THE COUNT'S - AND RETURN IN 
CARRIAGE / PRECISELY TEN 


THE HATED COUNT WAS ANCESTRIAL OVERLORD OF THE 
HAMLET OF TERRANO...HE TAXED HEAVILY, AND FEW COULD 
ESCAPE HIS BONDAGE...SO IT WAS,WITH FEAR IN HIS EYES 
THAT ROLFO, THE SHOEMAKER, GAZED AT THE GAUNT FIGURE 


IN HIS DOORWAY... 


C-COUNT TERRANO.'I'VE 
M-MADE MY TAX PAYMENT! 
1M NOT D-DUE UNTIL 
NEXT MONTH...1 HAVE 
N-NO MONEY NOW! 


pone 1 
THS REVELATION WAS A RELIEF TO ROLFO,AND HE 
IMMEDIATELY GAINED HIS COMPOSLIRE... 


SOURCE OF GREAT AMLIGEMENT... 


ALT As 
BEEN 


NO MONEY TODAY... 

YOU BLABBERING IDIOT! 
1 AM HERE FOR A 
DIFFERENT REASON! 


THESE SHALL SURPASS ANY 
YOU HAVE MADE IN THE PAST! 


OH, MY SIRE/YOUR 
PRESENCE GREATLY 

HONORS THE HUMBLE 
ROLFO./WHAT SERVICE 
MAY I RENDER ! 


OF BOOTS FOR ME/T SHALL 
WEAR THEM AT MY COMING 
MARRIAGE TO LADY RONDA/ 


YOU SHALL MORE THAN YOUR BEST’ 
THE BOOTS SHALL BE WORKS OF 
ART! YOU HAVE TWO WEEKS! IFT AM 
NOT PLEASED, YOUR MORTGAGE 
SHALL BE FORECLOSED / 


I WISH THAT YOU FASHION A PAIR 


USE ALL THE RESOURCES OF 
YOUR CRAFT AND FABRICATE 
FOR ME BOOTS THAT WILL 
BE THE ULTIMATE IN \ 
APPEARANCE AND COMFORT! 


A: S THE COACH DREW OUT OF SIGHT, THE CLIRIOUS CROWD 


MILLED TO THE BOOTMAKER'S SHOP... 


TERRANO WAS A SADIST...AND THE SIGHT OF ONE OF 
HIS PEASANTS CRINGING BEFORE HIM, WAS 4 


I SHALL DO MY 
BEST, SIRE / 


WHAT DID THE \ DID HE INCREASE WE HAVE L/77LE / NO,NO, MY DEAR 
FIEND WISH, ) YOUR TAXES 7 /TOTHRIVEON AS // / FRIENOS/HE MERELY 
ROLFO? > 4 \ fie TO ORDER A 


PAIR OF SHOES FOR 
HIS WEDDING DAY! 
60 NOW, FOR I 
MUST START 
WORKING ON 
THEM ! 


AWO SO,THE LITTLEOLD SHOEMAKER WITH THE UTMOST PRECISION, HI QND FINALLY, AFTER STRENUOUS 
PROCEEDED TO FILL HIS SPECIAL SHAPED AND MENDED THE VARIOUS| | BUFFING AND POLISHING, THE JOB 


ORDER...HE CHOSE THE FINEST PARTS... WAS COMPLETED. 


LEATHERS... - EACH NAIL MUST BE AT LAST THEY ARE COMPLETED/I 
AH... THIS IS THE BEST 1 HAVE FIRM AND IN THE HAVE NEVER ACHIEVED SUCH 
IN STOCK /I MUST CUT IT PROPER POSITION! PERFECTION THESE ARE MY 
EXACTLY TO MEASUREMENT / MASTERPIECES / 


ROLFO STOOD BY FIDGETING AS THE COLINT SILENTLY 
PACED BACK AND FORTH...BACK AND FORTH... AND 
THEN FINALLY, AFTER TENSE MOMENTS, HE STOPPED... 


W-WELL, SIRE? THE 
SHOES ARE COMFORTABLE? 


ON THE EVE OF HIS WEDDING,TERRANO RETURNED 
...HE EXAMINED THE FINISHED PRODUCTS 
THOROUGHLY, ..AS THE OLD MAN NERVOUSLY 
AWAITED HIS DECISION... 


y-YOU ARE THEY ARE FAIR ENOUGH 
PLEASED, IN APPEARANCE! NOW, I MUST 
TRY THEM ON / 


FOOL! IMBECILE! BUTI TOOK GREAT PAIN “AND THEN THE RAGED COUNT REACHED FOR A MALLET... 
L. CANNOT WEAR THESE TO MAKE THEM TO YOUR 
SHOES! THEY ARE TIGHT! EXACT MEASUREMENT / BREAK THEM IN/TLL 
THEY WILL CRUSH MY YOU MERELY HAVE TO BREAK YOUR S7U/P/D 
FEET! 


BREAK THEM IN ! 


THE NEXT DAY, THERE WAS GAIETY AT CASTLE TERRANO... AS 
PLANNED, THE COUNT WAS WED... ‘ 


"BUT NOT SO FAR AWAY, A DIFFERENT SCENE WAS 
TAKING PLACE..." 
POO! 


LONG LIVE THE MAY YOUR LIVES BE / R... GOS... WE ALL KNOW SOMEDAY 
COUNT AND HIS FULL OF HAPPINESS / ROLFO! A GENTLE WHO THE KILLER } HE WILL BE 
BEAUTIFUL OLD MAN RUTH- 16, BUT WE ARE / PUNISHED! 


did, 
es) 


LESSLY MURDERED! HELPLESS TO a 
xo Mist ase et ie a AcT! aes 
i Ve 


RETRIBUTION 1S NOT SO QUICK IN COMING...50 AS 

ROLFO LAID UNEASY IN HIG GRAVE, THE COUNTS LIFE WENT 

ON AS USUAL, CAL/SING ALL HE CAME IN CONTACT WITH, FEAR 

AND SUFFERING... THE FOLLOWING YEAR, THERE WAS ANOTHER 
8IG CELEBRATION AT THE CASTLE... 


LOOK AT THAT POOR LADY 
PIG!...SLOBBERING ] TERRANO! LIVING 
ORUNK / WITH HIM MUST 
BE A NIGHTMARE! 


BE QUIET WENCH OR 
TLL SENO YOU TO 
YOUR ROOM! 
NOW LETUS F 
ALL DANCE! 


JIN HIS DRUNKEN STUPOR, THE COUNT INDISCRIMINATELY 
TOOK A PAIR OF SHOE: 


THIS PAIR IS JUST AS BAD! 
BAH...THESE ARE THE ONES 
MADE BY THAT /O107, ROLFO! 


LIBSHIAR CIAL 


COME MY FRIENDS/ANOTHER 

TOAST TO MY BEAUTIFUL 

WIFE ON OUR FIRST 
ANNIVERSARY / 


PLEASE MY DEAR! 
YOU'VE HAD ENOUGH! 


Al ROMAN ORGE WAS CALM COMPARED TO A TERRANO 
CELEBRATION, THE INCESSANT DRINKING AND SELF- 
INOULGENCE WENT ON FAR INTO THE NIGHT...BLT FINALLY 
THE COLINT BECAMED IRKED BY AN OLD TROUBLE... 


OW! THESE @//%0/ SHOES 
ARE SMOTHERING MY FEET/ 
1 MUST GO AND CHANGE THEM! 


Yes, HE HAD CHOSEN THE SHOES HE HAD KILLED FOR... 
DEATHS SHOES... AND THEN, AT THAT EXACT MOMENT, 
A WEIRD SCENE LINFOLDS IN THE NEARBY GRAVEYARD / 
THE STILLNEGS OF THE BLACK MGHT /5 DISTURBED BY A 

STRANGE STIRRING !THE SOIL OF ROLFO'S GRAVE CRACKS 


CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 


ES:-Z-E MONSTERS 


FEET 
TALL 


In Authentic Colors With 
GLOW in the DARK EYES 


ONLY S$] 00 


TEN DAY FREE TRIAL 


Just imagine your friends shock 
when they walk into your room and 
see the “Monster” reaching out— 
bigger than life-Frankenstein, the 
original man-made monster, that 
creation of evil genius that ‘terror- 
ized the world. A giant 7 feet tall, 
his eyes glow eerily as his hand 
reaches out—as aweful and sinister 
as the wildest nightmare. Yes— 
Frankenstein is 7 feet tall, in au- 
thentic colors on durable polyethe- 
lene, and so lifelike you’ll probably 
find yourself talking to him, Won't 
you be surprised if he answers? 


Comes complete with eyes that glow IT 4 
even ln the: pitch care itorals ee ff Wonor House dept 472MR76 == i 
‘ jp Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 —— 


Boney the Skeleton. And then there 
is Boney—stark scary with nothing 
left but his bare bones, A 7 foot 
monster out of the grave—his 
bones white, his eyes staring—even 
glowing in the dark. 


“SS 


2 Rush me my 7 foot tall glow in the dark 
monsters. Send me - Frankenstein (] Boney the Skeleton 


| enclose $1 plus 25c for postage and handling for each. 
If | don't get shivers of delight, | can return my pur- 


Money Back Guarantee, chase within 10 days and you will refund the full pur- 
Just send $1.00 plus 25¢ to cover chase price. u 
postage and handling for each mons- i] 
ter you want. Your money back if not NAME 4 
satisfactorily horrified. ADDRESS ‘ \ 
~ CITY STATE ZIP ' 


New York State Residents please add sales tax.a om al 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


With Combination Lock ONLY 
Only You Can Open age 


20 COURSE HOME STUDY PROGRAM 


KARATE} 


JUDO, BOXING, SAVATE, 


Isometric Muscle Building, 
Endurance, Stunts, etc. 


Here is what you get! 

20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
SAVATE French foot fighting 

Nerve center anatomy chart 

JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu holds 
Isometric muscle building course 
Endurance Exercises and lots more 


Karate Practice 
and Nerve Center Chart 


Only 


PPK 


22 CAL. 
PELLET 


only $425 
FIRING 1 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size ‘James Bond” 
style German Automatic 5¥2 inches long — 412 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
slide action. Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets free 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satisfied 
Just send $1.25 plus 25c Not sold in NY City. 
HONOR HOUSE 
11563 


Dept. 472PK76 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Illusion 


FRE: 


Satisfaction guaranteed or money back. Send 
just $1.00 plus 25c for postage and handling to: 


GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS DEPT. 472KR76 
LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 


discovery leaves your possessions safe — 
3 Lynbrook, N.Y 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


yourself have set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look just like a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 25c postage and handling for each book 
safe you want. Monev back if you are not satisfied 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT. 472BS76LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


PELLET 
FIRING 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” ¥ 


50 22 CAL. PELLETS FREE 


Looks and Feels Like Real Pocket ' 


e@ Sharp and 
Tough 

e Stainless 
Steel Blade 


9” Overall Length Flips 
5” When Closed open in 
@ Opens instantly eee ate 


matically to 
prevent acci 
dental closing 

Razor sharp 
tough stainless 
steel blade for re 

liable use and hard 

long service. Money 
back in 5 days if not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 


Automatic — Loads 15 Shots 
Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as“ 
you can pull the trigger. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac- 
tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal. pellets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satisfied. Just send 
$1.00 plus 25¢ for postage and 


© 


handling to- Honor House Dept. 472RA76 


Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563 


Not sold in NY City. 


plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 472ST76 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N. Y. 11563 


— you put on the ‘'X-Ray’’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘‘see’’ under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook, N.Y. Dept. 472XR76 


wAAINO THROLIGH THE MAGGOT INFESTED GRAVE, THE 
ROTTING CORPSE. PUSHED ITS WAY LIP. . 


1 MUST REPAIR THE SHOES... / 
1AM A MASTER CRAFTSMAN... 
I CANNOT ALLOW ANY OF MY 
WORK TO BE IMPERFECT ! 


J 


IT STUMBLED ITS WAY UP THE BACK 
STAIRS...AS THE SEARING STENCH 


BURNED HIS NOSTRILS, THE COUNT TAKE THEM AND MAKE THEM 


AS BITS OF MUDDY, MOLILDY, FOUL SMELLING FLESH 
DROPPED IN ITS PATH, THE CORPSE TOTTERED /TS 
WAY TOWARD CASTLE TERRANO.. 


I WON'T BE ABLE 


TO REST UNTILI 
PROVE MY GENIUS! 


THE SHOES WILL BOTHER THE GUESTS AT THE PARTY BECAME 
YOU NO LONGER... /I SHALL CURIOUS BY THE COLINTS ABSENCE 


.. AND WHEN THEY ENTERED HIS 
ROOM THEY SAW THE GHASTLY 


SPLIN AROUND... MASTERPIECES! 
SIGHT... 


YAAA AAMT 5 
; ( 


Ray 


GOOD LORD/HIS FEET ARE 
MISSING ‘THEY'VE BEEN CL/7 OFF// 


- é 
nak 


AIEEE” ¢ LOOK DOWN AT 
HE'S DEAD! HIS FEET! 


AND BACK AT THE CEMETERY, A STRANGE TAPPING 
WAS HEARD AS THE CORPSE OF THE OL/TRAGED 
SHOEMAKER HAMMERED AWAY AT THE SHOES... 


